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Statement  of  Editorial  Policy 

The  editorial  board  of  The  Noiseless  Spider  agrees  with 
Henry  Miller  that  the  pangs  of  birth  relate  not  to  the  body  but 
to  the  spirit.  It  was  demanded  of  us  to  know  love,  experience 
union  and  communion,  and  thus  achieve  liberation  from  the  wheel 
of  life  and  death.  But  we  have  chosen  to  remain  this  side  of  Par- 
adise and  to  create  through  art  the  illusory  substance  of  our 
dreams.  In  a  profound  sense  we  are  forever  delaying  the  act. 
We  flirt  with  destiny  and  lull  ourselves  to  sleep  with  myth.  We 
die  in  the  throes  of  our  own  tragic  legends,  like  spiders  caught 
in  our  own  web. 


"The  only  people  for  me  are  the  mad  ones,  the  ones  who  are  mad 
to  live,  mad  to  talk,  mad  to  be  saved,  desirous  of  everything  at 
the  same  time,  the  ones  who  never  yawn  or  say  a  commonplace 
thing  but  burn,  burn,  burn  like  fabulous  yellow  roman  candles  ex- 
ploding across  the  stars  like  spiders." 

— Jack  Kerouac 

for  Christ  a 
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Surrender 

I  am  high  above  the  water  scrutinizing  the  waves.  If  the  wind 
is  blowing  I  become  chilled  and  uncomfortable.  Looking  back  I 
can  see  people  enjoying  themselves  in  the  water  and  relaxing  on 
the  beach.  Finally  I  look  skyward,  gather  my  confidence  and 
propel  myself  through  a  vast  emptiness  and  await  the  impact. 


—  Joseph  Munro 


Oracular  Rhinitis 
—  for  Henry  Miller 

My  eyes  get  so  tired  from  reading 

compounded  by  oracular  rhinitis 

that  even  when  a  third  eyelid 

of  mucosa  forms  &  irritates 

the  one  good  eye  I've  got 

ultimately  if  I  persevere 

it  comes  out  onto  my  face 

in  large  globules 

of  yellow  pus 

like  gold  nuggets 

which  feel  cool 

on  my  burning 

cheekbone 

—  Jeff  Kelley 


puddle 

This  mirror  at  my  feet, 

it  looks  as  if,  if  i  step  forward, 
i  shall  plummet  for 
eternity  into  blue. 

My  own  personal  hole 
through  the  world 
(i  can't  tell  a  soul 
about  it). 

Only  i  know  what  it 
is.  (They  think  it's 
a  puddle). 

—  Barnaby  Fisher 


Appointment  In  L.A. 

Roberta  sank  into  her  seat  and  mechanically  fastened  her  seat 
belt.  She  sat,  quite  motionless,  waiting  for  take-off  with  the 
sickening  sensation  that  this  trip  was  fast  becoming  the  usual 
mad-cap,  globe-trotting  adventure  upon  which  Alan  thrived, 
but,  which  she  abhorred.  He  had  dutifully  promised  that  this 
time  would  be  different.  This  was  to  be  a  truly  relaxing  holiday. 

But  it  already  had  begun  on  a  sour  note.  Predictably,  Alan 
came  late,  accompanied  by  a  law  clerk,  who,  somehow,  had 
managed  to  absorb  last  minute  instructions  that  Alan  barked  as 
he  maneuvered  with  frenzy  his  late  model  Mercedes  through 
mid-town  traffic. 

Well,  here  they  were  again — aloft — with  five  minutes  to 
spare.  Roberta  was  already  tense,  exhausted  and  angry.  And,  it 
was  only  the  start  of  their  sojourn. 

Usually,  she  sat  back  with  an  aloof  sophistication,  determined 
to  avoid  a  quarrel.  But,  she  was  outraged  at  his  latest  machina- 
tions. He  had  changed  their  flight  plans  without  consulting  her. 
His  cigar  smoking  on  the  runway  had  added  to  her  chagrin. 


With  a  surprising,  deliberate  fury,  she  turned  toward  him  and 
shrieked:  "You  are  a  spoiled,  inconsiderate,  clod." 

Astounded  by  her  sudden  show  of  strength,  which  he  re- 
garded as  impudent,  he  snarled,  "What  did  I  do?" 

"You  smoked  on  the  runway  again.  Just  like  a  hick,"  she 
snarled  back,  defiantly. 

"It  was  an  accident." 

"It  was  not  an  accident,"  she  retorted.  "You  always  smoke  on 
runways.  You  delight  in  breaking  rules.  It's  all  part  of  some 
warped  game  you  play." 

"I  don't  play  games,"  he  huffed. 

"Well,  what  about  this  charade?  We're  flying  to  Los  Angeles 
instead  of  San  Francisco.  Isn't  this  a  game?" 

"I  thought  we  could  rent  a  car  and  go  via  Yosemite." 

"To  Tahoe?  We  have  reservations  in  Tahoe  for  one  week." 

He  meekly  replied:  "I've  changed  all  that,  too.  One  week  in 
Tahoe  is  too  long." 

"Why  didn't  you  tell  me  you  changed  plans?  I  suppose  you'll 
want  to  see  San  Simeon,  Capistrano,  and  Hollywood,  too.  As 
usual,  all  of  California  in  one  week  by  day,  and  all  the  casinos  at 
night." 

He  persisted:  "I  don't  want  to  see  Hollywood.  Perhaps, 
though,  we  could  go  to  Disneyland.  You'll  see,  it  will  be  a  won- 
derful vacation.  You  will  love  my  itinerary." 

"You  might  have  told  me,"  she  reprimanded.  "I  probably 
brought  all  the  wrong  clothes.  Besides,  I  left  my  coat  in  the 
car." 

"You  forgot  your  coat?  You  are  so  careless,  "  he  roared.  "You 
can't  do  a  damn  thing  unless  I  guide  you.  No  wonder  I  have  to 
do  all  the  thinking." 

"Lower  your  voice,"  she  admonished,  the  stewardess  is  serv- 
ing lunch." 

They  did  not  speak  throughout  lunch.  Nor  when  they  de- 
planed. En  route  to  the  hotel,  the  silence  between  the  two  con- 
tinued, and  was  only  broken  by  a  terse  announcement  that 
blared  over  the  cab's  radio.  "Flight  115  from  New  York  to  San 
Francisco  has  just  crashed.  There  appear  to  be  no  survivors." 

—  Louisa  Bianchi 


Short  Story 

I 

I  remember  Yannoula 

when  she'd  come  to  my  grandmother's  house 
bringing  huge  balls  of  fresh  cheese 
dripping  milky  liquid  on  the  flagstones 

Her  body  moved  swiftly 

unloading  the  mules  of  sacks  filled  with  olives 

her  thick  braids  bulging 

under  the  sweat-stained  scarf 

Sundays,  she  wore  a  yellow  dress 

under  a  coarse  black  vest,  trimmed  in  red 

on  her  ears  gold  earings  with 

a  blue  stone,  for  luck 

her  red  hair,  coiled  round  her  face 

shimmered  in  the  candle-light 

She  lived  with  her  mother 
in  a  tall  house  with  balconies 
her  brothers  were  partisans 
her  father  dead  long  ago 

II 

A  terrible  and  familiar  light  woke  us 

that  night 

we  heard  the  stomping  of  their  boots 

the  harsh  foreign  sounds  of  their  voices 

we  saw  Yannoula's  house — 

a  giant  torch 

illuminating  the  dark  village 


The  gutted  shell  now  stands  on  the  hill-top 
a  blue  flower  pot  with  traces  of  withered  basil 
winks  from  an  arch  on  the  stone-wall 

Her  mother  died  in  the  animal  shed 
she  went  to  live  with  her  one 
living  brother 
washing  his  children 
feeding  his  animals 
working  his  fields 

When  the  old  man  asked 

she  married  him  and  moved  to  another  village 

III 

News  of  her  death 

traveled  fast 

people  shook  their  heads 

crossed  themselves  and  whispered — 

she  hanged  herself 

she  hanged  herself  from  the  beam  in  the 

old  man's  house 

IV 

Like  the  rest  of  us,  she  had  her  love  story 

but  the  man  left 

soon  after  the  burning  of  her  house 

she  waited 

but 

he 

over  the  sea 

lusted 

for  flesh  a  la  ivory  soap 

a  mustang  in  place  of  his  mule 

a  clock  to  punch 

he  punched  himself  in 

for  life 


His  brother  brought  her  the  news 

he  saw  her  and 

in  his  ears  echoed 

her  lover's  boastful  tales 

he  smelled  the  muskiness 

through  the  yellow  dress  and  the  coarse  black  vest 

with  the  red  trimmings 

he  found  the  old  husband  for  her 

and  at  the  wedding  he  stood 

the  best  man 

The  arrangement  suited  all  of  them  and 

the  town's  pity  was  real  enough  when  he  too  moved  on 

VI 

She  woke  up  when  the  owls 

quit  hooting 

this  time  she  must  plan  well 

she  milked  the  goat  and  put  the 

full  jug  outside  the  door 

it  was  her  neighbor's  day  to  make  cheese 

she  watered  the  geraniums  and  the  marigolds 

careful  not  to  wet  the  drying  seeds  of  the 

sweet  basil 

she  filled  the  manger  with  hay 

scratching  her  arms  as  she  packed  it  down 

she  placed  the  coffee  on  the  stool,  next 

to  the  old  man's  bed 

thick  rope  hung  in  neat  coils 
on  each  side  of  the  saddle 
green-stained  and  fragrant  from 
bundles  of  wheat  and  tender  rye 

—  Eleni  Fourtouni 
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The  Glutton 

he  eats  to  compensate  for  being. 

no  one  climbs  his  stairs 

or  likes  the  smell  of  his  clothing. 

inside  his  body 

the  famines  of  Biafra  and  Bangladesh 

are  sore-ridden,  surrounded  by  crazed  insects; 

millions  scream, 

yet  all  the  glutton  hears  is  the  refrigerator. 

if  he  dreams 

it's  of  a  My  Lai  of  banana  splits 

or  of  a  Nagasaki  of  falling  hamburgers. 

he  is  sick  of  his  stretch  marks 

and  of  his  chalk  white  skin, 

of  heavy  breathing  under  the  moon, 

of  the  terror  he  feeds  each  time  he  swallows. 

—  Franz  Douskey 


My  Grandfather 

I  looked  at  him  with  an  understanding  that  I  never  experi- 
enced before.  This  kind,  old  man  with  a  withered  face,  his  body 
hunched  from  all  his  years  of  hard  work.  All  through  his  life  he 
gave  to  us,  to  everyone,  never  asking  for  anything  in  return, 
but  perhaps  a  little  companionship.  Like  a  dog  diligently  bury- 
ing a  bone  he  worked  planting  a  garden  to  reap  vegetables  and 
flowers  for  the  people  he  loves. 

He  may  often  seem  harsh  and  cruel,  but  beneath  that  exterior 
lies  love.  His  constant  worry  of  harm  falling  to  his  loved  ones 
making  him  seem  mean,  for  he  has  no  other  way  to  show  his 
love.  Quite  often  in  our  youth  he  frightened  us,  but  now  looking 
back,  I  can't  imagine  why. 

I  looked  at  him  and  love  welled  in  my  heart,  for  this  old  man, 
who  was  once  handsome  in  his  day.  My  grandfather,  whom  I 
will  always  love  and  respect. 

—  Tamara  Bianca  Giordano 
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The  Search 

Keeper  of  my  secret  dreams,  hopes,  and  desires,  he  wanders. 

Are  you  searching  for  fulfillment  of  your  dreams? 

Of  tons  of  gold  and  ice  cream  castles  in  the  sky. 

Could  it  be  for  love? 

Someone  to  cherish,  who  will  love  you  back. 

Maybe  you  are  a  seeker  of  great  knowledge. 

And  you  are  searching  for  wisdom  of  the  world. 

Are  you  looking  for  inner  peace? 

When  the  seas  are  calm  and  turbulent  anger  is  quelled. 

Freedom. 

Unbound  by  forgotten  promises,  to  float  among  the  clouds. 

Or  maybe  you  are  like  me. 

Searching  for  all  these  things. 

And  hoping. 

—  Robin  honey 


Dance  of  Innocence 

Such  movement — Ecstasy — wildly  dancing  back  and  forth 
Beauty  manifested  to  the  fullest.  They're  clicking  their 

castanets 
What  colors — The  dancers  veins  are  bursting 
loving  every  minute  of  it  not  wanting  it  to  end. 
At  the  height  of  exuberance  the  wind  sneers, 
it  slinks  closer — closer  he  comes  to  the  innocent  dancers 
He  springs,  lunging  forward — look  out — he  stops  short. 

The  dance  of  the  trees  is  over. 
— Silence — shrieking  silence  encompasses  the  scene. 
The  wind  slithers  off,  sneering,  laughing  and  quietly  to 
himself, 

The  dancers  know  he  will  be  back 
Back  to  whip  them  and  torment  them 
Forcing  them  to  dance  for  his  enjoyment 
and  then  when  he  has  had  his  fun 
he  will  leave  them  once  again  in  silence 
An  unbearable  silence  for  they  know 
he  will  make  surprise  attacks  on  them  with  no  warning. 

But  deep  down  they  know  that  they  cannot  live 
without  the  wind.  For  they  need  both  to  dance 
and  to  be  still. 

The  wind  thinks  he's  being  evil 

Don't  tell  him  the  truth — He  wouldn't  want  to  know 

He  is  happy  in  his  delusion 

So  are  the  trees. 

—  Karen  Mattimore 
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I  Have  No  Poem  For  You  Father 

In  life,  you  came 

now  and  then 

your  valise  full  of 

city-smells.  The  smell 

of  wine 

in  your  hair 

Your  visits,  landmarks 

marked 

by  her  welcome 

I  loved  to  see  you 

come 

to  see  our  house  hung  in 

flowers 

I  loved  the  honey-cakes  she  made 

the  washed  floor-boards,  rinsed 

with  yellow  stain 

And  I  loved  to  see  you 
go,  father 

The  three  of  us — two  sisters 

two  daughters  and 

a  mother 

would  sit  round 

our  fire 

again,  tasting  the  warm  breath  of 

our  solitude 


In  death 

I  saw  you,  not  at  all 

You  spared  me  that 

with  the  ocean  you  put 

between  your  cancer-bed 

and  me,  six  months  away 

from  your  grave 

when  you  smiled  and  gave  me 

to  the  sea 

I  gave  no  tears 
no  thoughts 
no  poems  to  you 
father 

I  scarcely  heard 
the  voice 

I  scarcely  heard 
the  voice  untangling 
through  the  wires  of  long- 
distance 
bringing  me  your  message: 

I  was  to  keep  myself,  to  scale 

Taygetos 

to  fathom  the  deep 

to  grow  wings 
to  grow  fins,  to  sing  my  song 

I  walk  the  earth 

still,  and  I  have  no  song 

for  you  father 

—  Eleni  Fourtouni 


Limericks 

There  is  a  governor  named  Ella 

Who  does  not  waste  her  time  being  'bella.' 

She  runs  the  Nutmeg  with  spice, 

And,  does  not  cut  any  ice 
With  those  who  wish  she  were  a  fella. 

There  once  was  a  young  girl  from  Plains, 
Named  Rosalyn,  who  had  'growing  pains.' 

Since  it  was  not  part  of  her  mettle 

For  mere  peanuts  to  settle, 
She  went  off  to  the  White  House;  that's  brains. 

There  once  was  a  college  professor 
So  'red'  he  went  off  to  Odessa; 

Where  he  learned  to  his  grief 

That  old  Lenin's  belief, 
Had  made  him  a  foolish  transgressor. 

We  elected  a  prexy  named  Carter 

'Cause  he  promised  peanuts  in  everyone's  larder 

But,  for  all  his  travail 

Peanuts  not  only  go  stale! 
Like  rhetoric  they  go  on  getting  harder. 

—  Louisa  Bianchi 


Nature 

The  beauty  of  life  is  in  things  untold;  like  swimming  in 
water  that  is  icy  cold. 

Like  watching  the  flowers  as  they  grow,  or  making  angel 
prints  in  the  snow. 

The  things  found  in  nature  from  hour  to  hour;  like  climbing 
a  mountain,  or  a  rocky  tower. 

Like  running  together,  hand  in  hand,  or  running  in  the  water 
along  the  sand. 

Like  watching  the  sand,  as  it  runs  through  your  fingers,  or 
watching  the  sunset,  as  it  lingers. 

Like  building  a  castle  out  of  sand;  the  beauty  of  life  is 
found  in  the  land. 

—  Tamara  Bianca  Giordano 


Haiku  (of  a  sort) 

Now  I  know  what  love  is  not 
Two  peas  rattling  in  the  same  pot 
Caught. 

—  Noreen  Domenburg 

"The  Mutiny" 

After  one  too  many  mornings  of  symbol  and  metaphor 

I  mutinied  hoping  to  catch  another  ship 

An  even  trade  at  worst:  the  Metaphysical  Poets  for  White 

Collar  Crime. 
When  the  vision  is  no  longer  sustaining,  a  Hindu  will  tell  you  to 

find  another  vision. 

—  Peggy  De  Stefano 
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Winter  Sonnet 

Can  love  then  tend  its  summer  fires 
When  even  autumn's  winged  choirs 
Do  flee  before  this  sudden  chill, 
And  shorn  of  every  sweet  embrace 
Think  kindly  still  upon  that  face 
Whose  stern  composure  bodes  but  ill? 

Devotion  learned  in  temperate  clime 
Soon  withers;  love  to  master  time 
And  tempest  must  be  firmer  still 
Than  that  which  batters  it;  must  lie 
At  peace,  the  cruel  wind's  quiet  eye; 
Must  yield,  and  yielding,  gain  its  will. 

Such  love  will  bold  thy  graces  sing 
'Til  all  my  winter  turn  to  spring. 


—  Noreen  Domenburg 


Honey 


Honey, 


When  you  love  someone 

Love  with  them 

Not  for  them 

If  you  do 

Love  will  be  cruel  to  you 

It  will  hurt  you 

Tear  at  your  body 

Destroy  your  mind 

and  consume  you  until  it  kills  you 

When  you  love  with  someone 

You  will  live  in  them 

and  they  will  live  in  you 

You  will  grow  into  a  union  of  mind  and  soul 

But  not  a  perfect  union 

Because  love  is  a  fight 

a  constant  conflict  of  individualism 

against  a  wanting  for  union 

Death  is  the  only  perfect  union 

because  only  soul  is  left  and  that  is  already  joined 

When  you  love  for  someone  they  don't  love  you 

But  you  try  to  convince  them  they  do  love  you 

This  love  will  never  work  there  is  no  union 

there  is  only  conflict 

Your  love  is  doomed.  Am  I  doomed?  Are  you? 

If  you  aren't,  join  me  in  death  so  that  we  may  be  perfect 

in  unison  for  all  time. 

I  LOVE  YOU 


Suicide  letter  left  by  a  college  student  to  his  girl.  Three 
days  later  a  girl  was  found  dead  in  her  bed  from  an  over- 
dose of  barbs.  The  two  were  seen  together  several  times 
by  other  students. 
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Word  Jazz  Disc 


Band  I 


Look  to  the  right.  All  the  rooms  of  your  youth  are  lit  up 
orange,  for  this  day's  strange  occasion.  You  might  wander 
through  them,  slightly  dislocated,  and  wonder  how  they  could 
have  coped  with  skyscrapers,  when  you  were  as  but  a  little 
peewit  inside;  or  how,  later,  with  jubilees  in  deep-pitted  quarry 
pools,  interconnected  by  ferry  boat  tunnels  walled  in  tin  foil 
coming  undone  like  the  tenement  wallpaper  in  yet  another 
room. 

You'd  bridge  them  on  ladders  laid  across,  like  monkey  bars, 
then  leave  it  to  another  to  find  the  combination  of  sounds  in 
succession  unlocking  these  night  streets'  mystery  life.  But  be- 
fore you  enter  the  tunnel  in,  a  second  Sinbad,  great  liners  draw 
away  from  piers,  on  exploratory  journeys  into  interstellar  seas. 

At  this  thought,  the  body  becomes  rubbery-amorphous,  until 
the  moment  set  for  a  mild  universal  judgement,  whither  it  turns 
out  we  always  ease  hopeless  of  what  to  meet,  although  overhead 
in  platoons  advance  the  higher  beings,  troublous  perhaps,  but 
nowise  disconcerting,  like  a  cablegram  which  turns  out  to  be  an 
advertizing  hoax,  not  whatsoever  dreadful,  or  like  screaming 
again  and  again,  your  arms  held  long  and  heavy  at  your  sides  at 


the  foot  of  some  great  range  of  mountains,  until  exhaustion,  but 
to  no  effect,  not  even  upon  the  hobbledehoy  villagers  who  dwell 
up  there,  imping  fresh  feathers  on  their  Daedalean  arm-wings. 

So  then  it  seems  we're  all  stops  on  some  great  global  wind 
instrument,  but  just  how  is  it  we  perceive  the  inspirations  and 
pressure?  Rather,  someone's  ever  at  the  door,  knocking  outside, 
sure  harbinger  of  the  enduring  darkness,  whom  we've  agreed 
never  to  let  in  to  this  known  and  present  warmth  wherein  we 
rejoice,  domestic  and  duteous  in  the  orange  light  of  hearths. 

And  yet,  far  off,  apart  on  this  earth's  crust,  the  whirligig 
montagnards  prepare  this  day's  provision,  make  utterances  and 
gestures  which  only  they  comprehend.  0  eloquence,  o  populated 
earth!  Where  are  your  careful,  cultivated  stewards? 

Let  the  nations  again  migrate  at  hazard,  en  masse.  Heark! 
The  gypsy  trumpets  sound  the  disassembly. 

Band  II 

Barometer  in  hand,  to  gauge  the  pressures,  can  you  tell  why 
these  horsecarts  go  in  caravan  nights?  How  would  you  care  to 
serenade  them  on  a  chance,  running  alongside  as  they  roll  on 
indifferently  coynme  Qa.  Maybe  a  horse's  sneeze  or  snort  alone 
your  merriment's  meed. 

So  you  and  your  troupe  detach  instead  in  matching  velveteen 
jackets,  and  form  a  roving  synchronized  combo — singing  the  hit 
"Oh  flip  your  lid  in  rapid  succession."  You  and  your  mates  have 
become  a  target  for  moonbeams  easy  as  rayon. 

Let  Blue  your  old  sidekick  take  over,  before  she  bursts, 
summoning  up  from  those  farther  hills  some  weird  kind  of  light, 
or  inducing  thence  forced  marches  of  all  the  tree  kinds. 

Pardon  me  a  moment  while  I  descend  into  this  earth — 
embedded  flying  saucer  of  golden  metals — chambered  even  as  a 
submarine,  but  unpiloted.  It's  only  a  habitat,  man,  of  my  own 
device,  doubling  as  a  bomb-shelter,  provided  none  strike  atop. 

Now  in  the  bay  the  wavelets  are  peaking,  and  the  sailor 
stands  by  who  knows  each  whitecap  by  name,  and  he  recites 
them,  all  sounding  alike,  but  entailing  in  pronunciation  each  a 
different  unlikely  swerve  of  the  tongue. 

Meanwhile  he  invites  you  to  his  vision  of  earthly  collisions, 
each  move  into  the  unknown  as  if  into  an  overstocked  closet, 
and  each  time  its  treasured  airy  objects  come  toppling  down 
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upon  you;  but  with  the  right  attitude  you  as  well  as  the  next  salt 
just  might  make  do. 

So  then  come  on  by  teams,  my  hearties,  as  500  sports  are  all 
played  at  once  in  this  single  summertime  landscape,  and  by 
their  rules,  without  omission,  until  the  planets  at  last  exhila- 
rated by  all  they  supposedly  cause  on  earth  decide  to  show  their 
jolly  faces  above  in  sunlight — all  the  aunts  and  uncles  of  our 
solar  system,  a  grand  reunion!  By  their  hugging  gravities,  those 
of  the  earth's  babes,  us,  who  frisk  and  frolic  seem  to  do  so  high 
above  the  ground  in  mid-air,  planets  of  a  sort  ourselves,  or 
satellites  at  least.  And  look!  The  planets  let  down  their  hairy 
legs,  anthropomorphous,  for  a  few  famous  jigs — but  for  Auntie 
Venus',  shapeliest  and  daintiest  of  any — ooh  la  la! 

This  dislodges,  however,  spherical  boulders  by  the  hailstorm, 
which  skip  the  horizon  in  rapid  orbit,  and  some  we  judge — look- 
ing up  sagely  from  our  stethoscopes — are  orbiting  even  beneath 
the  earth,  for  they  knock  to  get  out,  want  birth.  Peculiar  are  the 
ones  like  coconuts  bounding  repeatedly  off  our  own  hardy  heads. 
Let  the  Olympian  games  resume! 

But  drive  back  first  those  herds  which  have  emerged,  stray 
droves  I  guess  from  the  wide,  wide  wilderness,  zebra  and  ibex, 
elephant  and  platypus.  Now  geese  of  all  beasts  pose  us  the 
problem,  and  each  player  runs  off  with  two  or  more  underarm, 
bagpiping,  till  we  let  them  away,  pointing  after  them  their  mi- 
gratory track  over  the  intersteller  seas. 

Behind  us  hatches  open  on  the  earth's  surface,  and  shut,  cour- 
tesy of  all  our  favorite  cartoon  characters,  back  from  rebuilding 
La  Tour  Eiffel  in  the  countryside,  out  of  ivory,  to  ensure  the 
truth  henceforth  of  all  dreams. 

The  varicolored  candies  underfoot,  which  must  be  the  jelly- 
baby  remains  of  Beatlemania,  like  pebbles  in  a  clear  fountain's 
stream! 

Now  outside  a  worldwide  dance  joins  hands,  and  your 
neighbor  from  up  the  street  is  calling  you  by  name,  and  waving, 
drawing  half  the  uproarious  population  behind! 

—  Jawaid  Awan 


The  Corporation 

Join  the  ranks  of  the  anthill.  .  .  . 
It's  called  the  corporation. 
Shake  the  hand  of  Uncle  Sam 
And  sign  your  application. 
The  "Big  Desk's"  floor  becomes 

your  ceiling, 
Dollar-eyes  .  .  .  discuss  you  with  feeling. 
They  settle  your  life  with  credit  cards 
And  suburban  boxes  with  "Turf-Builder" 

yards. 

You're  passing  through  the  factory, 
An  elementary  part. 
A  pencil-mark  in  the  Master  Plan, 
A  clock  inside  your  heart. 

You  used  to  be  a  barefoot  boy, 
And  college  hopes  were  high. 
Now  you're  buying  golfballs, 
And  picking  out  your  tie. 
They  said  success  was  up  ahead, 
If  you  had  that  "selling  spirit!" 
You  bit  your  tongue  until  it  bled  .  .  . 
And  now  the  world  can't  hear  it. 

How  will  you  feel  when  you're  looking  back, 
From  the  porch  of  your  Pension  Plan? 
Would  you  say  if  you  died  tomorrow, 
You  died  a  happy  man? 

—  Steve  Shay 


Bird 

Gliding  over  restless  waters, 

Soaring  up  to  floating  clouds, 

Diving  down  to  touch  tree  tops, 

Sailing  over  snow-capped  mountain  peaks, 

Flying  by  silvery  moonlight, 

Swishing  through  tall  grass, 

Floating  down  to  rest, 

Only  to  begin  my  endless  journey  again. 


—  Robin  honey 


According  to  an  old  Greek  tale,  it  was  necessary  to  bury  within 
the  foundations  of  the  Aria  Bridge,  the  wife  of  the  Master- 
ly wilder — alive — if  the  bridge  were  to  stand.  She  was  lured  to 
the  site  and  out  of  love  for  her  husband  she  gave  herself 

To  The  Bridge 

The  wife  of  the  Master-Builder 

washed  her  hair  with  herb-water 

she  asked  the  breeze  to  leave 

the  smell  of  jasmine  on  her  breasts 

the  sun  to  shine  his  splendor  on  her — 

the  Master-Builder  will  soon  send  for  her 

she  will  walk  the  light-filled  road 

the  road  to  Arta 

she  knows  well  its  bends,  its  ups  and  downs 

the  oak-tree,  waiting  for  her 

but  she  will  not  stop  under  its  shade 

she  will  not  linger  to  hear  the  bird-song 

the  Master-Builder 

the  stone-masons,  the  brick-layers 

wait  for  her 

for  her — the  bright-plumaged  patridge 

for  her — the  mountain-antelope 

for  her — the  swift-footed  mare 

the  gorge  will  be  fulfilled 

the  canyon  appeased 

the  mortar  will  hold  the  arches 

she  must  walk  the  light-filled  road 

the  road  to  Arta 

—  Eleni  Fourtouni 


The  Blue  Peter  Unfurled* 

Fly  the  square  moon 
on  blue  sea 

raise  that  flag 
thru  sea-fog 

thick  &  deep 

say  "good-bye" 

"bonvoyage" 

to  constellations 

crystal  clear 

&  steep 

there'll  be  no  sleep 
till  it  comes  back 

&  hunger  grows 
in  quiet  places 

while  clouds  crack 
&  drift  by 

like  broken  faces. 


—  Jeff  Kelley 


*  blue  peter — a  blue  signal  flag  with  a  white  square  in  the  center,  used 
to  announce  a  ship's  sailing. 


My  self  of  selves  warned  me  about  this 

For  three  winters  my  leaves  have  been  dead 

My  branches  sparse,  sap  sucked  dry  by  cold  Catskill  air 

My  heart  is  scrubbed  clean,  blood  rushed  through 

My  veins  once  again 

Who  can  I  tell? 

My  saint. 

You  who  kept  me  alive. 

I  do  believe  there's  never  really  been  a  time  that  I  haven't  been 
in  love  or  at  least  well  on  my  way  there.  Like  some  place  we  all 
know  we're  going,  a  location  so  specific  that  I  have  gone  there 
blindfolded,  forgetting  every  turn  and  curve  when  the  light  hit 
my  eyes.  And  why  meeting  a  saint  should  have  changed  all  this, 
I'll  never  know  except  that  I  never  did  believe  in  saints.  Until 
now  .  .  . 

—  Peggy  De  Stefano 


Captain  Of  The  Lady  Loneliness 

A  man  stood.  .  . 

In  a  boat  among  the  reeds. 

His  eyes  a  mirror 

Of  the  murky  water, 

His  face  a  contortion 

Of  ageless  pain. 

He  poked  at  the  water 

With  a  long  stick, 

And  pondered  the  bubbles 

That  rose  from  the  muddy  bottom. 

The  sun  burned  his  face.  .  . 

Black,  hollow  cheeks; 

Tight,  unspoken  mouth; 

Stubble-clad  chin. 

The  boat  rocked  lamely, 

Molded  bones  .  .  .  fish  breath. 

The  air  hung 

Like  gnats  around  his  head. 

The  world  moved  around  him 

Like  a  play  around  a  set. 

He  stood  there  center  stage, 

Motionless. 

In  the  darkness  of  his  life 

He  spoke  in  trembling  rage 

Of  a  time  when  he  was  alive, 

When  he  held  a  rushing  river 

Beneath  the  keel  of  his  boat. 


A  time  when  love  stretched  out 

It's  hand  to  the  passing  bow 

Of  the  ship  that  was  his  manhood 

And  he  in  his  pride  drifted  by 

While  love  drowned  and  died; 

For  he  was  off  to  see  the  world 

And  had  no  time. 

Now  he  floats  .  .  . 

Creaking  .  .  . 

Through  stagnant  pools, 

Poking  the  mud 

For  the  ruins.  .  .  . 


—  Steve  Shay 
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A  New  Christmas  Carol 

Christmas  comes  this  time  each  year 
And  with  it,  it  brings  much  cheer 
Whether  it  comes  in  a  barrel  or  in  your  heart 
You  know  something  good  is  bound  to  start 
You  sing  and  you're  merry  and  quite  content 

Even  though  the  room  you're  in — is  only  a  rent 
You  have  yourself  a  good  time 

And  what  can  you  see 
Nothing  more  than  an  old  Christmas  tree 
With  cracked  light  bulbs  and  birds  that  don't  fly 
And  old  candy  canes  that  soon  will  die 
But  what  does  it  matter  your  head  is  underground 
That  bottle  you  brought  won't  see  another  round 

It  doesn't  matter  cause  you'll  soon  be  blinded 

By  the  one  little  star  in  the  sky 

That  gives  you  good  reason  to  make  merry 
and  think  that  you're  high 

Jesus  Christ  is  coming  for  just  one  more  try. 

-P.T.  "75" 
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